of the trees; or, if the weather was unkind, in a study
with some of my treasures around, with books up to the
ceiling, and a sympathetic secretary. The right environ-
ment is, after all, necessary to give colour to the mood,
and how can you find colour or the right incentive to
your imagination in the guest-houses or hotels of English
watering-places, small or large, with probably a bored
young lady a few feet away from you with one eye on
her Remington and another on the clock !
" They aren't all like that," my wife, who is a con-
firmed optimist, protested. " Besides, you ought to re-
member how kind everyone has been to us since we found
our way home."
That indeed was the truth.   I thought of my publisher,
Percy Hodder Williams, struggling with his own diffi-
culties in life, having been bombed and obliged to transfer
his whole organisation into the country, who had still
found time to cancel another engagement and give me
luncheon on the previous day.   Not only luncheon did
he offer me but encouragement, pleasant words and a
generous attitude towards all the small problems which
had arisen during my absence.   I remembered too the
kindly letters and help I had also been receiving from
my American publishers, and the welcoming cable of
congratulation which I had received almost before we had
arrived in the country.   Then there was Robinson at the
bank.   They were all doing their best to remind us of the
brighter side of life, and even if the worst should happen,
we were back in our own country, which, after all, was
the best and most fitting place for us.   I think we both
felt like most of the others who were fortunate enough to
reach home a little before or after us, that if the threatened
invasion of our country should really happen, we would
sooner be here and in the thick of it than learn about it
on the radio, or read about the horrors with which we
had been threatened in the newspapers.
So we made up our minds to face the fact that we were
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